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some hope of purpose in our
death. For all our wishing

Cannot deflect the course of this mad

season, nor control the rush

of strangers tq the gate, nor turn

the wounded from the hospitals of thought.

This year with a suddenness altogether
surprising, our weaning and coming-of-age

celebrations coincided. Now

the estate is ours; the litigations

Of autumn, and winter's jurists cannot
deny us. Whether we like it or not,

and most of us don't, the casual

fruition, the indifferent phrase

And gesture of the ugly, the long-neglected
vision of love which created only

a wider loneliness, all

in perpetuity ours.

Who now shall bid the soldier return to
his pastures; who tune his love to the music
of the cicada, or lighten the burden
of the child sleeping on the doorstep

In the sun ? Who, in this summer season,
shall bid our memories search our childhood

for that lost dream, with all

its fascinating lack of detail,

And individual surprises, where Moses

was a lion, and the swine were continually rushing

with most joyous abandon

for our delight Into the sea ?